SIR THOMAS WYATT

'But alas, where now had I ever wit,

Or else any other gift given me of nature,

That sooner shall change my wearied sprite

Than the obstinate will that is my ruler?

So robbed my liberty with displeasure

This wicked traitor whom I thus accuse

That bitter life have turned me in pleasant use.

*He hath chased me through divers regions,
Through desert woods and sharp high mountain^
Through froward people and strait pressions,
Through rocky seas, over hills and plains,
With weary travail and labourous pains;
Always in trouble and in tcdiousness,
In all error and dangerous distress.

*But neither he nor she my other foe

For all my flight did ever me forsake,

That though timely death hath been too slow

That as yet it hath me not overtake,

The heavenly goodness of pity do it slake.

And note this, his cruel extreme tyranny,

That feedeth him with my care and misery.

* Since I was his, hour rested I never,

Nor look for to do, and eke the waky night*

The banisht sleep may no wise recover.

By deceit and by force, over my sprites

He is ruler, and since [then] never bell strikes

Where I am that I hear not, my plaints to renew.

And he himself he knoweth that 1 say is true,

*For never worms have an old stock eaten
As he my heart, where he is alway resident
And doth the same with death daily threaten.
Thence come the tears and the bitter torment,
The sighs, the words, and eke the languishmcnt
That annoy both me and pcradventure other;
Judge thou, that knowest the one and the other."

Mine adversary, with grievous reproof,

Thus he began: 'Hear, Lady, the other part,

That the plain truth, from which he drawcth aloof.

This unkind man shall show ere that 1 part.

In young age I took him from that art

That selleth words and maketh a clattering knight

And of my wealth 1 gave him the delight.